happened to him before. It was a long time since he had felt such a zest in living.
He went and opened the door at the back of the shop.
ec Come in here."
He let the man pass in front of him.
" A little farther on.    There you are.    Open the door."
The man hesitated a moment; then, with the tips of his fingers, as though there were something wrong with his hand, he opened this second door and entered a narrow kitchen. Quinette followed him. The handle of the door was of white porcelain. Quinette noticed on it, on both sides, two little red smears, which were certainly blood.
" There's the sink. There's soap there, and towels to your left."
The man waited, throwing a supplicating glance at Quinette. The bookbinder smiled.
" Well, am I in your way ? "
The other was still distressed; his hands were still clenched. The light was better than in the shop, and on the material of his coat and trousers were to be seen some brown stains.
" Come on," Quinette resumed, with a hint of derision in his courteous voice, " you must surely understand that I am a man of discretion. Wash yourself in peace. You need it."
And he remained planted at the entrance to the kitchen!
The man made up his mind to turn on the water and seize the soap. There were fearful little movements about all his actions. One would have said that every object he touched was burning.
He washed his hands, and rinsed them several times.
" Don't leave any blood in my sink," said Quinette, in the same tone of voice.
The man glanced at him in an imploring kind of way ; then, seeing a scrubbing-brush, he started soaping the stone of the sink, like a good servant, and pushing the suds carefully towards the drain-pipe. When he had finished, he appeared to be hesitating again.